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gether. Agreeing not to talk on questions of religious opinion, they were quite free to communicate on other subjects, and never allowed any root of bitterness to spring up and trouble them. They were seen together in public, and in private were the delight of a select circle of friends. Their lot was humble, but their hearts were light. Her days were consecrated to offices of piety and love ; his were spent in the drudgery of literature. Hers were passed among the poor and friendless of the metropolis; his in his office, among his books. But in the evening they met and conversed cheerily, as if neither was preoccupied.
In 1859, while stooping to pick up some article which had fallen behind her dressing-table, she struck against the sharp corner of the marble top with such violence that the pain obliged her to sit clown till she could recover herself. She said nothing about it, but soon afterward noticed a hard lump in the right breast, at the bruised spot; still she said nothing. In June, 1860, Mr. Ripley being called to Greenfield to the death-bed of his brother Franklin, she consulted a physician, who was shocked at the progress of disease. Still she said nothing to her husband till two days after his return, when, on his remarking that he had dispatched the work which had accumulated in